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He is the only adorable one to me : I
have none other.

My tongue has left off impure wordsy
it sings His glory day and night:

Whether I rise or sit down, I can
never forget Him ; for the rhythm
of His music beats in my ears.

Kabir says : &c My heart is frenzied,
and I disclose in my soul what is
hidden. I am immersed in that
one great bliss whicn transcends-
all pleasure and pain."
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THERE is nothing but water at the

holy bathing places ; and I know

that they are useless, for I have

bathed in them.
The images are all lifeless, they cannot

speak; I know, for I have cried

aloud to them.
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